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THE ENGLISH BOY.

LOOK from the ancient mountains down,

My noble English "boy !
Thy country's 'fields around thee gleam

In sunlight and in joy.

Ages have rolled since foeman's march

Passed o'er that old firm sod ;
For well the land hath fealty held

To freedom and to God!

Gaze proudly on, my English boy!

And let thy Mud ling mind
Drink in the spirit of high thought
' From every chainless wind.

There, in the shadow of old Time,

The halls beneath thee lie
Which poured forth to the fields of yore

Our England's chivalry.

I low bravely and how solemnly
They stand, midst oak and yew,

Whence Cressy's yeomen haply framed
The bowj in battle true;

And round their walls the good swords hang

Whose faith knew no alloy,
And shields of knighthood, pure from stain.

Gaze on, my English boy 1

Gaze where the hamlet's ivied church

Gleams by the antique elm,
Cfr where the minster lifts the cross

High through the air's blue realm.